KABLOONA
that still separated me from King William Land. On the gth
of September, finally, at five in the afternoon, we rode into the
tranquil and majestic bay of Gjoa Haven, the first true harbour
I had seen in the Arctic.
The bay was the shape of a long bean, surrounded on three
sides by low ridgeS cut with deep gullies. Spread wide in every
direction lay a colourless plain, static, stony, void of life, empty
of every promise except the promise of solitude. On shore as we
moved slowly in, two white men stood. They did not wave,
they did not call out: they stood waiting. One of these men, I
knew, would be going out next day with Angulalik. But the
other! What sort of man was he? In that brown shack that rose
among its outbuildings on the ridge, that man and I were to
spend days and weeks together, cut off from all the world.
I stepped out of the boat and shook hands for the first time
with Paddy (born William) Gibson. One look at his face told
me there was nothing to fear. We should get on.